
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



On Woman 



For I am not so bold 

To hope a thing so dear 

Now I am growing old; 

But when, if the tale's true, 

The pestle of the moon, 

That pounds up all anew, 

Brings me to birth again) — 

To find what once I had 

And know what once I have known, 

Until I am driven mad, 

Sleep driven from my bed, 

By tenderness and care, 

Pity an aching head, 

Gnashing of teeth, despair — 

And all because of some one 

Perverse creature of chance — 

And live like Solomon 

That Sheba led a dance. 

THE FISHERMAN 

Although I can see him still — 
The freckled man who goes 
To a gray place on a hill 
In gray Connemara clothes 
At dawn to cast his flies — 
It's long since I began 
To call up to the eyes 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

This wise and simple man. 
All day I'd looked in the face 
What I had hoped it would be 
To write for my own race 
And the reality: 
The living men that I hate, 
The dead man that I loved, 
The craven man in his seat, 
The insolent unreproved — 
And no knave brought to book 
Who has won a drunken cheer — 
The witty man and his joke 
Aimed at the commonest ear, 
The clever man who cries 
The catch cries of the clown, 
The beating down of the wise 
And great Art beaten down. 

Maybe a twelve-month since 

Suddenly I began, 

In scorn of this audience, 

Imagining a man, 

And his sun-freckled face 

And gray Connemara cloth, 

Climbing up to a place 

Where stone is dark with froth, 

And the down turn of his wrist 

When the flies drop in the stream- 
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The Fisherman 



A man who does not exist, 
A man who is but a dream; 
And cried, "Before I am old 
I shall have written him one 
Poem maybe as cold 
And passionate as the dawn". 

THE HAWK 

Call down the hawk from the air — 
Let him be hooded or caged 
Till the yellow eye has grown mild. 
For larder a*nd spit are bare, 
The old cook enraged, 
The scullion gone wild. 

I will not be clapped in a hood, 
Nor a cage, nor alight upon wrist, 
Now I have learnt to be proud 
Hovering over the wood 
In the broken mist 
Or tumbling cloud. 

What tumbling cloud did you cleave, 
Yellow-eyed hawk of the mind, 
Last evening, that I, who had sat 
Dumbfounded before a knave 
Should give to my friend 
A pretence of wit? 
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